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SUMMER ROMANCED 


Summer Romanced will delight fans of Jenika Snow and 
Alexa Riley. 


My brother’s best friend buys a summer beach house 
and he needs someone to decorate it. 


It’s my first time working in my chosen field after 
graduating college, but I’m hoping this younger woman 
gets to experience another kind of first time with the older 
man I've been eyeing for years. 


But when it’s time to break the news to my brother, will he 
think this is just some instalove summer romance, a 
beach house bonding, or can my brother’s best friend 
convince him this isn’t just a Summer romance and this is 
no longer his beach house. 


This is our home and our love will last forever. 
*Summer Romanced is an insta-everything standalone 


instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Sebastian 


“She’s the one,” | say to myself as | toss another bag of 
concrete mix to Kyle from the construction crew | hired and 
look up at her standing there in the driveway. 


“Whoa, guy. These things are eighty pounds each. Let’s 
stick to tossing them and not throwing them like footballs,” 
he says. 


He’s right. Just seeing her here gives me more strength... 
makes my muscles tense and flex. And my muscles aren’t 
the only thing that’s suddenly a whole lot firmer 


| feel my Levi's stretch in the groin area and a tightness in 
my gut as my blood shoots through my veins. My nostrils 
flare as | inhale more air, filling my body full of oxygen 
making me feel more alive and lightheaded at the same 
time. 


All from the sight of her. 
But when | see Dave, also from the construction crew, stop 
mixing the concrete mix and take in the sight in front of him 


| know I’m not the only one who’s noticed. 


And l'm going to put a stop to his, and anyone else’s 
wandering eyes, right now. 


Because they need to be focused on making the concrete for 
the deck I’m adding on, and | need to be focused on making 


something concrete with her. 
As in a life. A baby. Our family. 


l've known Summer forever, but there’s something different 
about the way she looks today. Something about the way 
the sun lights her from behind making that red hair of hers 
glow like a bonfire. Like the beach bonfires we’re going to 
have every night for the rest of our lives together when I get 
this summer house finished and we move in for good. 


| have no idea where these thoughts are suddenly coming 
from. There’s just something about the curve in her hip... 
the fullness of her breasts...and her shyness that shows me 
she’s still as innocent as the day she left for Savannah 
College of Art and Design four years ago. It’s been four 
years since I’ve seen her, but right now it seems like a 
lifetime. 


She was just a girl then, but now she’s a woman. Once a 
barely eighteen-year-old high school graduate, but now it’s 
clear she’s not only graduated from college, but she’s also 
graduated from adolescence into adulthood. 


There’s something different about her and it’s making me 
feel something very different about her too. Something | 
can’t deny. Something so primitive and basic that it’s a 
primal human urge. 


But not just an urge...a need. The need to make her mine 
forever. 


“We're over here,” Dave yells from the area where we're 
working causing her head to turn and to start moving in his 
direction. 


Hell no. 


| march over to Dave and grab him by the back of his flannel 
shirt. 


“You're here to work, not hit on my best friend’s sister You 
understand me?” | growl in his ear. 


| feel the space between where I’ve got a white-knuckle grip 
on his shirt and his T-shirt widen as he leans forward 
cowering from me. 


It’s one thing to be six foot five and two hundred and fifty 
pounds of pure muscle. And it’s another thing to be that 
size and like a gun that’s loaded and cocked and ready to 
fire at anyone that tries to so much as look at her. 


“I’m sorry, man. | didn’t know.” 


“And now you do,” | say. “And now you’re on your way 
home,” | say motioning with my eyes to his truck. 


| release his shirt and he half looks back at me making sure 
not to make eye contact. I’m not fucking around when it 
comes to Summer 


She’s mine and only mine. She may not know it yet, but she 
will soon enough. 


And if | keep staring holes through her soon enough might 
be right now. 


Which is fine by me, because I’ve wasted enough time 
already. The most beautiful and amazing girl in the world 
was right under my nose all those years and it took her 


going off to college and coming back here four years later to 
realize it. 


I’m not the fastest learner, but when | do grasp onto 
something it sticks with me forever. 


Just like she’s going to be by my side for the rest of time. 


CHAPTER 2 


Summer 


“Hey Sebastian,” | say as he approaches me. “Is everything 
okay?” | ask wondering what just went on between him and 
the guy who he was speaking with. 


“Summer,” he greets me. “Everything is perfect now.” 


“What happened with that guy?” | ask as | watch him get 
into his truck. He looks depressed. 


“He made the kind of mistake that can’t be tolerated around 
you... here,” he says. 


Around you or around here? Which did he mean? He 
seemed to catch himself there at the end of his sentence, 
but I still haven’t caught my breath yet at the sight of him. 


His white crew neck T-shirt is snug, not tight, but the sweat 
from all the work he must have been doing so far today has 
made the cotton more transparent than the manufacturer 
must have expected. 


And | certainly didn’t expect the way he’s looking at me 
now. I’ve had a crush on him so hard that | had to leave 
town so | could actually focus on my own life. | went all the 
way town to Savannah, Georgia just to get away from him so 
| could focus. And it didn’t work, especially now taking in 
the sight of him again. 


| managed to get my interior design degree from one of the 
top universities in the country, but that was about all | got 
while | was there. 


| certainly didn’t get invited to any parties, have a 
boyfriend, or even drink one time. So much for living the 
“college experience” whatever that means. 


But the idea of hanging around with a bunch of eighteen to 
twenty-two year old boys while they made clumsy and 
sophomoric attempts to seem cooler and sophisticated 
never really made sense to me. 


Why spend one second with a boy pretending to be a man 
when you can just be with a real man? And Sebastian was 
all man all the time, even when we were kids. 


He had a certain swagger The way he carried himself with 
so much confidence. The way his voice deepened a full two 
years before anyone else’s. The way he started shaving in 
middle school. There was never a doubt that he was the 
most alpha of all my brother’s friends. He was always 
bigger, stronger, faster, and the leader of the pack. 


And what was also never in doubt was that | never had a 
chance with him. 


Sure, he was always nice to me. He treated me with so 
much respect that it made some of the other girls jealous, 
but no one ever started anything with me ever... because of 
him. 


| got teased when | was younger for wearing glasses and 
being a bit clumsy. One day that all stopped and the boys 
started asking me if everything was okay...if they could 
carry my books for me and if | needed anything. 


At first | thought it was a strange and likely cruel prank. | 
was just waiting for them to pull the rug out from under me 
like some Bugs Bunny cartoon. 


Then | found out why. Sebastian, the high school jock, had 
delivered a message in no uncertain terms to all the boys in 
town. If anyone so much as bothered me, or touched a hair 
on my head, then they’d answer to him. And not only that, 
but they were instructed to be nice to me and help me out. 


| didn’t find out until a year later when Sebastian graduated 
and went off to college to play football and study finance. 
He had the brawn and the brains. 


At the time he was eighteen and | was only twelve, finishing 
elementary school and moving on into middle school. | was 
too young to have romantic feelings about him at that age, 
but | did know something about him was different. It wasn’t 
until high school that | really realized exactly what those 
feelings meant, and how much they could constantly stay on 
my mind. 


When Sebastian was on break from college he’d swing by 
and pick up my brother and they’d go do things. | always 
tried to be home when | knew Sebastian was coming by. I’d 
bake cookies in advance and always offer him some. He'd 
always take one of anything | made for him and then thank 
me and be on his way. 


I'd always wished he'd stay around longer, but he just 
wouldn’t. It was like nothing | did could get him to sit down 
with me. He’d kind of just look in my direction, never 
making eye contact and mumbling a thank you and then 
that was that. | never knew if my brother had anything to do 
with it and to this day | still don’t know. 


But today Sebastian isn’t just looking in my direction. He’s 
looking right at me like I’ve got something he wants. 
Something a lot more valuable than just a cookie... my 
cookie. It’s like he knows I’ve never been with anyone. Like 
he knows I’ve been saving myself for him and today’s the 
day he’s here to claim what’s his. 


Me. 
And | am his whether he’s known it all along like | have. 


| was always been waiting, wishing, but trying not to hope. | 
didn’t want to get my hopes up only to see him with some 
other girl and then have my dreams smashed. But he never 
did that to me. | never saw him with anyone, and the few 
times | tried to slyly ask my brother about it he’d just 
mumble something about Sebastian being focused on 
football and school and not having time for girls and then 
just go back to whatever he was doing. 


But that seems to have all changed and Sebastian has too. 


Now he’s twenty-eight and recently retired from the NFL He 
had a few good years before deciding to step away after all 
the studies about head injuries, at least that’s what my 
brother said. “He wanted to get out while he was still 
ahead,” he told me. “And he’s not one to spend a lot of 
money and he’s got more than he needs for the rest of his 
life.” 


| guess that explains the beach house he just got. 


But it doesn’t explain why he asked me to come and take a 
look at it today. 


And so far the only thing I’ve had my eyes on is him. 


He could have invited me to the city landfill to “have a look” 
and | would have come...as long as “having a look” meant 
getting a glimpse of him. 


But this stretch of beach is beautiful and I’m sure his house 
will be too once it’s finished. But he’s the finished product 
already...the perfect man with only the good kind of rough- 
around-the-edges traits. 

The kind that could be smoothed out by the right woman. 
Me, whether he knows it or not...and | sure hope he does. 
“But everything’s okay now that you’re here,” he says. 


What does that mean? 


“Thanks for having me and showing me your new home. 
And congratulations by the way.” 


“Thanks,” he says. “That’s what | wanted to talk to you 
about.” 


What? Congratulating me on graduating college? 
Congratulate me on deciding it’s time to be his girlfriend? | 
practically want to yell that it’s time and | sure as heck won't 
Say no. 


“Okay,” | say softly. 
“| know you just got your degree in interior design...| mean 


Sean told me,” he says referring to my brother. “And | know 
that college you went to is one of the best for that.” 


“Thanks. Yeah, they’re ranked top three in all of those 
magazines that report that kind of stuff.” 


Quit trying to quantify your skills and let him finish. He 
sounds like he’s going to make the perfect offer if you just 
let him talk. 


“Yeah. | heard about that, but I’m not sure if you heard 
about me.” 


“About you?” Oh, I’ve heard a lot about you not that | had 
about a million social media and Google alerts to send me 
news about you every time your name appeared in any 
published story ever. | was worried about him playing such 
a violent sport, even though he was the biggest and baddest 
of all those guys it still concerned me. The NFL is like a 
league where you take all the biggest and baddest bullies 
from all over the country and let them beat on each other for 
four quarters. Sebastian is a genuinely nice guy, which 
made no sense to me. But he’s an animal when he needs to 
be...not that | watched every one of his college and 
professional games ever. And I certainly didn’t zoom in on 
those tight white pants he wore getting a good look at his 
incredible ass, his thick thighs and his full calves. He truly is 
an Adonis. 


“Yeah, I’m actually... color blind.” 

“Oh,” | say. 

“Yeah, it’s no big deal really. When I’m driving | know the 
bottom of the three lights means go and the top means 


stop.” 


“Red and green?” 


“Yeah, red and green give me problems, but | figured why 
take the chance. I'ma guy | don’t know anything about 
designing or decorating or colors or any of that stuff.” 


| look at his sandy blonde hair that match the grains right 
out his back door where | can imagine walking our imaginary 
dogs together on the beach, and his ocean blue eyes where | 
can imagine us snorkeling in the calm coves in the area and 
know that he may not know much about color but whoever 
or whatever made him sure did because that hair and those 
eyes are breathtakingly beautiful. 


“I’m sure you’re not that bad.” 


“I'm worse than bad. And that’s where | was hoping you’d 
come in.” 


| don’t say anything. Yes, please ask me what I hope you’re 
going to ask me. It will give us a chance to spend more time 
together and hopefully a whole lot more. 


“| want you to be in charge of the design for the interior of 
my house.” 


“Oh,” I say, but | want to jump up and down and pump my 
fist in the air Or better yet for him to grab me by the hand 
and run with me into the ocean as he pulls my wet body into 
his. 


“Yeah, | think | could do that,” | say pretending like my 
schedule isn’t completely empty right now. 


“Good. | want something masculine of course and | can give 
you ideas, but | trust your expertise.” 


Yes! And he’s going to be a dream client not second- 
guessing me. Woo-hoo! 


“Did you have some ideas and a budget in mind?” | ask as 
my mind goes on autopilot from my training. | want him to 
know I’m professional and will do a good job, not just that | 
can’t wait to spend more time with him. 


“| have a few pictures | cut out of some architecture 
magazines. And the budget isn’t a problem. Luckily | 
invested part of my first signing bonus into some of those 
Bitcoin things six years ago. The price exploded and | sold 
them last Christmas.” 


“Guess that finance degree really paid off,” | say, 
complimenting his investing expertise. “Yeah, anytime 
there’s a new asset class it’s misplaced as we humans go 
through price discovery.” 


“Right,” | say pretending to understand a single word of 
what he just said. 


But none of that matters. | already heard what | wanted to 
hear, and | sure as heck understood it. 


I’m a fresh out of college interior design grad with no clients 
and no experience and he wants to hire me to work on this 
incredible summer beach house and he’s willing to invest 
what it takes to make it perfect. 


And all of that is great, but it’s really just icing on the cake... 
or should I say cookie. 


Because all those years of baking him cookies seem to have 
finally paid off. 


And not only that he’s the ultimate dessert. He’s like a fine 
dark chocolate. Sophisticated on the one hand, but solid, 
like his muscles, on the other 


And all | can think about is getting my mouth on his, 
drowning not in the Hershey’s kisses | used to use in those 
chocolate chip cookies | made for him all those years ago... 
but drowning in his kisses. 


Forever. 


CHAPTER 3 


Sebastian 


Seeing Dave looking at her like that and then trying to talk 
to her when she arrived at my summer beach house sent me 
into arage. | wanted to break him in half with my own two 
hands. Who in the hell does he think he is trying to get 
friendly with my woman? | wanted to punch him right in the 
face so his eyes swelled up so he couldn’t even so much as 
look at her 


| may have played professional football, but | wasn’t a 
thickheaded bruiser. | was a quarterback. It’s the most 
Skilled of the skill positions and requires you to keep a cool 
head at all times, especially under pressure. 


But today I’d lost it, and the only “pressure” so to speak was 
another guy thinking he could look at her and talk to her... 
and on my property! At the house I bought that will be for 
us and the one we're going to work on together making that 
house a home. 


And when it’s done it will be a home...our home. 


As much as I want to tell her everything right now and get 
started on building not only our dream home, but more 
importantly our family together, | have to keep cool. 


I’ve only got one chance at the most important thing ever in 
my life and | don’t want to mess it up. If | come on too 
strong too quickly it could cause a big problem between her 
and her brother. And it might even scare her away. 


| felt the connection today and I'd risk everything to know if 
it was just my imagination being so out of control after 
seeing her, but | know | have to show some restraint and 
introduce her to the idea that she’s not just my best friend’s 
little sister. 


| need to show her | see her as so much more now. That | 
can literally see with my own two eyes that she’s a woman 
now. 


My woman. 
My Summer 


And this is the summer that she becomes mine. | would say 
becomes mine, but that’s not accurate at all. She already is 
mine. It’s just a matter of time now. 


And in that time I’m going to make sure no one even has the 
slightest thought that she isn’t. Dave learned the lesson the 
hard way today, but | don’t feel sorry for him. 


He'll be okay. There’s plenty of good work in this area... work 
that pays well. 


Just not anymore from me. He made me so mad, plus firing 
him like that in front of the other guys sets a precedent. It 
shows them I’m not messing around here. 


I’m not trying to be a jerk, but they have to know what’s off 
limits...and what’s off limits is her...one hundred percent. 


| pull up to the address she gave me not even caring that I’m 
thirty minutes early. 


There’s something different | can’t describe about being 
close to her, some sort of connection | can feel inside me. It 
makes no sense, but then again neither does any of this. 
This is just happening so fast and it’s unlike anything I’ve 
ever felt before. | have to have her. Have to make her mine 
I’m not about to fight this feeling, nor do | want to try 


Most things in life are okay, good enough, or get the job 
done. 


Not this. This is so much more. It’s like she has a magnetic 
pull on me. 


| get out of my truck and walk right up to her front door. | 
knock hard, wait about half a second, and then knock again. 


Where is she? | want to see her Need to see her 

But | see something totally unexpected. 

“Hey man, can | help you?” 

“Who are you?” 

“l'm Summer’s roommate.” He knows better than to ask me 
the same question, plus I’m sure my face doesn’t look like 
I’m in a conversational mood. 

But how did he even know what | was thinking? He could 
have just said he lives here, but he can read on my face 
what | want. What I’m here for. 


Am I making it that obvious? 


Do | even care? No. 


“Sebastian?” | hear from the backroom. 


| see her step into view in the back of the house. She’s got 
an oversized towel wrapped around her body and another on 
her head. 


“What time is it?” 
“l'm early. | wanted to get started.” 


But what else is early is how quickly I'd finish if | did what’s 
on my mind right now...grabbing her and taking her straight 
to the bedroom. | wouldn’t last. No way. My want for her is 
so strong my body would take over and no amount of mental 
tricks could stop it. It’s summer. It’s warm. I’m getting tons 
of sunshine. Not that | need it to get the Vitamin D that 
makes animals like humans so horny, 


| could be hard as a rock for her in an ice bath in Antarctica 
right now. 


“| need a second to get ready,” she says. “You want to come 
in?” 


“I'll wait outside,” | say and the guy who answered the door 
gives me a bit of a curious look before he quickly wipes it off 
his face. He’s smart enough to know he doesn’t want any 
trouble with me, especially when it comes to her 


“Um...okay,” she says. “lIl be right out.” 


| step away from her apartment door and onto the sidewalk 
where | begin pacing. 


This is driving me crazy... knowing that there’s some guy in 
there living with her. 


| don’t even care if it’s her boyfriend. He won’t be now that 
I’m here. No way I’m letting anyone have her, even though 
something tells me this can’t be her boyfriend. She looked 
so innocent today. So angelic and virginal. 


This guy wouldn’t know what to do with a woman like her...a 
woman more special than any other in the world. 


I’m the only one that would. I’m the man who's been in her 
life since she was a kid and l'Il be the man that’s there now 
that she’s all grown up. 


| open my door and sit behind the wheel, one leg on the 
floor mat and another hanging out the side. | get an 
impatient feeling sitting there waiting and I get up and start 
pacing again. 


A minute seems like an hour and the ten it takes her to get 
ready seem like an eternity. 


“I'm ready,” she says stepping out of the house. 


“Let’s go,” | say moving quickly towards her and taking her 
by the hand immediately feeling a shocking sensation run 
up my arm and throughout my body. 


One single touch and that tiny little feminine hand of hers 
has got me sprung. 


| open the passenger door and help her inside before 
rushing around to my side where | start up the engine and 
pull away from the curb. 


“Was my house on fire or something?” 
“No,” | say. 


“It seemed like it. You were in such a hurry to get out of 
there.” 


“Who's that guy?” 

| hear her exhale and out of the corner of her eye | see her 
turn and look at me. | turn my head right at her in response 
looking at her deeply letting her know how serious | am 
about this. 

“He’s my roommate...! think.” 

“You don’t need a roommate.” 

“| don’t need to live on the street either” 

“You don’t have to,” | say. 

“Okay then...or live on the beach either Same thing.” 


“What do you mean by ‘I think?” 


“I mean I’m sleeping on his couch until | sign a lease for my 
own place.” 


“How come you aren’t staying with your parents?” 
“They moved to Arizona, remember?” 


“They sold the house too?” 


“What’s gotten into you? You're all... possessive and acting 
weird about my living situation. Why do you care?” 


“I’m just watching out for you... that’s all.” 
“Is it?” 

“Is what?” 

“Is that all?” 


Damn. Now’s the time to tell her, but | can see she’s angry. 
No way am I going to blow my chance on this. Timing is 
everything and I’ve got time. I’m not going to rush her and 
blow my chance. 


“All I’m saying is you're a young woman by herself and you 
need someone to keep an eye on you.” 


“Young woman is right, and being such | can watch out for 
myself.” 


“You're small. The world is a dangerous place. Even with all 
the self-defense classes in the world a big guy with a gun is 
going to present an even bigger problem.” 


“Why would anyone want to rob me? I’m broke. | just 
finished college so if someone even tried to rob me they’d 
only be practicing. It doesn’t really count as a robbery if 
you've barely got enough to order one thing from the ninety- 
nine cent menu at McDonald’s.” 


“You're not eating fast food, are you?” | need her to be 
eating healthy organic stuff so her body is primed when | get 
her pregnant. 


“Sebastian. What in the world is wrong with you? Why are 
you acting this way.” 


“| want what’s best for you. That’s all,” | grumble. 


“You're acting like my dad or something, and even he 
doesn’t act that way.” 


“But | bet he worries about you.” 

“Maybe. | mean he’s my dad... it’s what parents do.” 
“Well he doesn’t have to anymore.” 

“Huh?” 

“You're moving in with me.” 

“What? Are you out of your mind?” 


“No. It makes complete sense, and it will allow us to work on 
the house more efficiently.” 


“What if | have other clients? You expect me to just give you 
my undivided attention,” she says as her body betrays her... 
her legs turning in her seat to face me more directly. She /s 
giving me her undivided attention as | alternate between 
long looks at her and the road ahead. 


a Yes. ” 


She doesn’t say anything, but I can read her frustration 
mixed with anticipation. 


“Do you have other clients?” 


“|... these kinds of things are confidential,” she says. 


“You're not a doctor...or an attorney. I’m just asking if you 
have other clients.” 


a Maybe. ” 


“And maybe not. So that settles it. You’re living with me 
now. You can even have the big bedroom.” 


“And what if | don’t want to?” 
“Then you can have a small bedroom. Take your pick.” 


“Sebastian! What... if...1...don’t..want..to...come... live... 
with...you? Are you listening to me?” 


“Do you?” 
Silence. 


The first rule of sales is never speak first. He who speaks 
first has lost. And this is the biggest “sales pitch” of my life. 


More silence. 


“| can’t afford it. You live by the beach... it’s expensive down 
there.” 


“We can include it in your contract.” 


“| need all the money I can get from the work to pay off my 
student loans.” 


“There will be money for that too.” 


“i don’t know. | mean...” 


“You mean it’s a great idea and you'd love to come live with 
me down by the beach as | make some improvements to the 
house while you handle all the designs...just like you did 
when you were a little girl up in your room playing house, 
but now it’s for real.” 


“Who said | played house?” 


“I saw you. And I saw that Ken doll you used to play with 
inside the house.” 


a So. ” 


“And | also saw that Barbie doll... the one whose hair you 
tried to die with strawberry Kool-Aid.” 


“| did not!” 
“Oh really?” 
“So what. That doesn’t mean anything,” she says. 


| reach across the center console and grab the tips of her 
beautiful red hair letting it fall around my fingertips. | rub it 
together in-between my first two fingers and thumb, feeling 
its smoothness as her head leans towards me ever so slightly 
allowing me to touch it more freely. 


| release her hair and grab the rear view mirror, tilting it so 
it’s pointed right at me. | run my fingers through my blonde 
hair as if | were a real life Ken doll. 


“No!” she says as she leans across grabbing my arm with 
both hands with a big smile on her face. But I’m too strong 


for her and | run my hands through my hair again. My goal 
was to tease her about her dying the hair of that Barbie doll, 
to match her own, by focusing on her hair and then 
mine...and it worked. 


“Stop!” she says slapping me on the shoulder. “It’s not like 
that.” | actually spilled Kool-Aid on her. | wasn’t trying 
too...” 


| know what she wants to say...that she wasn’t trying to 
make the Barbie doll more like her, but when we're kids we 
all do things like that. It’s why boys wear uniforms of their 
favorite athletes and pretend to be James Bond with their 
Cap guns or other toys. | mean | pretended to be the 
Incredible Hulk once and | flexed my muscles so hard during 
the opening credits to that show that | fell off the arm of the 
couch and fractured my arm. A little girl wanting her doll to 
more closely resemble her is kind of cool if you ask me, but | 
couldn’t resist the opportunity to tease her about it. 


She quickly turns back forward and crosses her arms 
underneath her chest and lifts them propping up her 
amazing breasts even more. She tucks her feet up and 
underneath her making her so small | could pick her up with 
one hand and lift her right off that seat and into my lap... 
and do I ever want to. 


She exhales hard overselling her fake frustration. 

“| need time to pack.” 

The heel of my right hand presses hard into the steering 
wheel up and to the left as we make a sharp U-turn sending 


her sideways in her seat. 


“In a hurry?” she asks. 


“I've already waited way too long... you Know it and so do I.” 


CHAPTER 4 


Summer 


What was supposed to be Sebastian picking me up and 
taking me to a coffee shop to go over some design ideas has 
turned into me having thoughts of designing a life together 
with him. 


| don’t know what’s gotten into him after all these years, but 
| sure do like it. 


| just wonder how my brother’s going to like it when he 
comes for a visit soon. He moved to New Orleans for work, 
but is coming for a week’s vacation any day now. He wanted 
to drive Route 66 so we're not exactly sure when he'll 

arrive. He’s got two weeks off in total and plans on spending 
a full week here...at Sebastian’s summer beach house. 


| say summer beach house, because at the moment 
Sebastian has an apartment in addition to this place. But | 
can’t see him wanting to live in that apartment full-time 
once the house is complete, or even at all starting right now 
knowing that he’s going to put so much of his time into 
renovating the beach house. Plus, what would be the point 
of going back to that apartment, especially with this far 
superior house just across town? And this place is on the 
water with an ocean view. As a matter of fact I’m not even 
sure if he’s living in that apartment anymore. 


And | also didn’t see the point in telling him my roommate 
was gay. There was something about watching how jealous 
he immediately became when he saw | was living with 


another guy. | thought his pink shorts and perfectly 
moussed hair would have given away the fact that Jonathan 
had no interest in me whatsoever, but what was obvious to 
me, and I’d expect most other people, went right over 
Sebastian’s head. 


Just the fact that there was a guy living with me was enough 
to set him off. And in doing so it set off a weather advisory 
in my panties as in an immediate precipitation warning...a 
downpour...and a chance of flooding if | wasn’t careful. 


| got wet instantly at his possessiveness and jealousy. 
Watching his body language and words just become so 
aggressive like that was more of a turn on that I'd like to 
admit. And it’s also one of the reasons there was no way | 
could refuse his invitation even though there’s a chance | 
could get my heart broken. 


| don’t know if he’s trying or not, but my hopes are definitely 
getting up, and I’m afraid what might happen if they come 
crashing down. 


But the good thing Is that things are moving so quickly | 
don’t have time to think at all...about anything. 


“Hungry?” Sebastian asks as he comes in from outside as 
the sun sets over the ocean. 


“Starving. | haven’t eaten all day,” | say, wanting to ask if 
his body is on the menu. 


“Let me shower real quick and we can grab some burritos.” 
“Yum,” | say. 


“You like guac?” 


“Love it.” 

“I know just the place then.” He looks up at the antique 
clock on the wall. “And we'll get there just in time for happy 
hour Two for one Mexican beers.” 

My eyebrows perk up. 

“If you're old enough to drink that is.” He flashes mea 
panty-wetting smirk and I’m glad | did laundry two days 
ago. At the rate this man is turning me on I’m going to be 
out of clean underwear soon. 


“I'm not a little girl anymore,” | say. 


“| noticed,” he says as his eyes run over me from head to 
toe, lingering on my hips and breasts. 


“You're having the chicken burrito aren’t you?” | ask. 
“How'd you know?” 


“Because breasts and thighs seem to be on your mind.” 
What’s gotten into me? And what’s up with this banter. 


“Those thoughts are a recent development... very recent,” he 
says checking me out blatantly again. 


He turns and walks toward the shower and as he does he 
reaches down and pulls his shirt up and over his head. 


| feel my teeth come down hard on my lower lips and my 
eyes narrow as | take in the sight of his thick suddenly 
exposed back muscles and the width of his shoulders. He’s 


so huge that and just being in his presence makes me feel 
small and feminine. 


But just how huge is he everywhere? 


Oh how I'd like to be a fly on the wall of that shower, 
especially when I hear his belt unbuckle and the denim slide 
along his legs. 


Did he even close the bathroom door? 
Part of me wants to look and part of me knows it’s not right. 


The side of my shoulder with the devil camped out on it wins 
out over the side with good reason and | quietly slide my 
feet along the wood flooring trying not to make any noise. 


The bathroom door is closed, but not all the way. | can see 
the shower water coming from the head, but there’s a 
curtain in place where | know he wants to install a frosted 
door. 


We already began tossing around some design ideas, but we 
didn’t toss around any ideas about me testing out his 
shower with him. 


And that’s exactly what’s on my mind right now. 


| take another step closer wondering if this is really a good 
idea. What if he rebuffs me? Every minute that’s gone by 
since | saw him again makes that seem like less of a 
possibility, but still... l'm not sure 


His signals are not mixed at all, but he hasn’t come right out 
and said anything or done anything that’s just so over the 
top that it leaves me no room for doubt. 


Then again his two episodes of jealousy, and I’ve never seen 
him act jealous before in my life... especially in regards to 
another guy, are pretty strong indicators of where his head’s 
at right now. 

But should | let his other head, the one that seems to be 
controlling his thinking at the moment, enter me for the first 
time in his shower? 

I’ve been saving myself for him and now that it seems like 
there’s actually a chance of it happening, | want it to be 
special. 


This doesn’t seem so special. Exciting and memorable? 
Definitely Romantic and a precious memory? Unlikely. 


But before | can decide what to do I hear the water shut off 
and | scurry back towards the area | was standing. 


“Summer? You there,” he asks. 


“Yes,” | say when | get back so he doesn’t think | was 
creeping on him. 


“| forgot a towel. Can you grab me one and hand it in?” 
“Uh...yeah. Sure. Where are they?” 

“In the other bathroom.” 

“Which bathroom?” 


“The ones the kids will use.” 


| close my eyes and wonder what this guy is trying to do to 
me. He’s taking my mind and my ovaries to a place the two 
of them have never been before...and certainly not at the 
same time. 

“And where might that be?” 

“Next to the nursery.” 

“Of course it is,” | say under my breath. | search the house 
thinking this might be a joke until | see a room that does 
appear to be a perfect setup for a nursery. It needs some 
work and a whole lot of design, but the layout makes sense. 
And the crib in the corner leaves little doubt. 


“Where did this crib come from?” | ask, not remembering it 
from earlier. 


“| saw it in the closet a couple days ago, but didn’t see any 
use for it... until now.” 


“Right,” | say softly 
“See the towels?” 


| find the bathroom and the towels. Of course they’re alla 
pristine bleached white color, my favorite color on a guy. 


“You want the one that says his or hers?” | joke. 
“| want the his, but | want her” 
“Her who?” 


“The keeper of the his and hers towels.” 


“Who's that?” 

“Well, like they told me at the property title company,” he 
says as | move closer to the bathroom. “Possession is nine 
tenths of the law.” 

“They told you that?” | ask. 

“If they didn’t they should have,” he says as | reach the 
bathroom door, wondering what I’m going to see this time. 
It’s still cracked, but | can see his head is hanging out from 
around the side of the curtain. 

“| see you peeking,” he says. 

“| was not!” | say. 

“Oh, So you were peeking earlier then too.” 

a No! LA 


“Got ya. ” 


“The only thing you can getis your own towel, | say setting 
them on the small table just outside the bathroom door.” 


“If that’s what you want,” he says and | hear the curtain 
rings slide along the rod and wish | was the one sliding along 
his rod. 


“No wait,” | say realizing I’m about to get a view of the full 
monty. 


“You don’t want to see it?” 


“1... let me bring it in to you.” 
“So you do want to see.” 


“I never said that! Uh!” | set the towel on the table and 
storm off. 


| hear his wet footsteps on the floor and listen to the pause 
and then them heading in the other direction, as | keep my 
head turned in the opposite direction. 


But when I hear his cadence stop and then start again | 
know his back will be turned again... which gives me just 
enough time to spin around and catch a view of his bare 
backside, and what a backside it is. 


| bite my fist and wonder how in the heck I’m going to 
survive living here. 


And how much time until my brother shows up without 
notice to totally wreck my life... as if it’s not on a collision 
course for disaster already. 


CHAPTER 5 


Sebastian 


“So what now... roomie?” Summer asks as we get back to the 
summer house. 


“Roomie, huh?” 


| wanted to talk to Sean first. | needed to talk to Sean first 
before anything went down between us. He’s like a brother 
to me and | don’t want him to be blindsided by the news of 
the two of us and think were sneaking around or we planned 
this or something. 


I’m trying to maintain mental control of the situation, but I’m 
failing fast. | tell myself a life together with Summer will be 
long and incredible, and | should be happy to wait a few 
days until Sean shows up so we can speak man to man 
first... but | doubt I’m going to be able to make it that long. 


Not after the dinner we just had. We just grabbed a burrito 
at some taco shack a block from the ocean right on Pacific 
Coast Highway. It was perfect. No frills. No big corporate 
chain. Nothing fancy or elaborate. 


Just a simple spot with great food and the greatest dinner 
companion | could have ever hoped for. 


This time last night | was eating tuna out of a can as | stood 
in my kitchen. And I washed it down with some tap water 
and then broke off a handful of lettuce, folded it in two, and 


jammed it into my mouth so | could say | ate a vegetable. 
That’s how my life has been for years. 


Everything is utilitarian. The way | dress. The way | eat. 
The way | live. 


Everything serves a purpose. Everything is mission 
oriented. There’s nothing that involves pleasure or actually 
living like a happy human being. 


Until her 
Tonight was burritos and beer and even dessert. 


Watching her lips move as she spoke at dinner was as big of 
a turn on as the words coming out of them. 


The way she outlined more of her plans for my place. Even 
her sense of humor. “Well, we'll probably look for some 
additional information from Architectural Digest and not Elle 
Decor,” she said. I’ve never heard of Elle Decor before, and | 
don’t speak French or whatever language it’s from, but | do 
know Elle means girl or woman or something like that. And 
even though I’ve “hired” the most beautiful woman in the 
world to design the interior of my place I’m glad to know 
she’s got my interests in mind. 


But we need to talk about that. 


Because now | want this place to be our home. | want her to 
have an equal say. 


| want her to know this place needs to be just as comfortable 
and feel just as much like home for her as it’s going to for 
me. 


Because it is her home... already. 
Which leads me back to her roommate comment. 


“Well, we are living under the same roof...in different 
rooms.” 


“For now,” | say. “Or not.” 
“Sebastian, what’s gotten into you? Out with it.” 


Or more accurately into it. As in how bad | want to get into 
her and fill her so full of my seed that she’s guaranteed to 
get pregnant from our first time together A first time that 
needs to happen soon. 


Damn, Sean, where are you when | need you most? When | 
need to tell you the most important thing | ever have. When 
| need to explain to you that we’re not just “brothers” 
anymore in the way that we refer to each other, but that we 
need to be brothers-in-law. 


“Tomorrow I’m going to show you, Summer. I’m going to 
show you what | really think of you. Let you see with your 
own eyes just how special you are to me.” 


| move in closer and | can feel the heat from her body. We’ve 
both had a couple drinks, but in no way is that an excuse for 
my words or my behavior We may be feeling good right 
about now, but it has nothing to do with how I want us both 
to feel so great when the two of us connect as one. 


But the beers do make it that much harder to resist that 
moment from happening right now. 


But | mean my words. I’m going to do something special for 
her because she deserves it and | have just the plan. 


“Tomorrow?” she says. 


“I'd show you right now, but you deserve more than what | 
have prepared, because | haven’t prepared. Because | 
wasn’t ready for this.” 


“Ready for... what?” 


“What’s happening between us,” | say gently running the 
pad of my thumb along her cheek, but staring at those full 
lips of hers. 


“What is happening between us?” she says, but her body 
betrays her question as she takes a knowing step closer. 


“You know how much I want to put nothing between us right 
now? How I want to pull your body in closer to mine... bring 
you so close | can feel your heartbeat. Scratch that... feel 
you heart race because of what I’m doing to you and what 
you're doing to me.” 


“Uh huh,” she moans. 


“But we have to wait until tomorrow,” | say taking a step 
back for the first time in my life. | always go for what | want 
and | will. | can’t lead her on anymore...there’s nothing 
worse. And | can’t torture myself like this either. 


Not when I know at this time tomorrow we won't have to 
hold out. 


When she'll be ready for what I have to give her and how I’m 
so ready right now for what she has to give me. 


Her arm reaches out to me trying to replace the absence my 
thumb on her cheek left...to bring us back together from the 
space I’ve created. The space | hate right now and | don’t 
want anymore between us. 


“| have to tell you something,” she says. 
| nod. 


“I’ve wanted you for a long, long time. I never knew this... 
us...could happen. I honestly thought today when | was 
coming over here to look at your place that it was just that. | 
hoped for more so much, but | tried not to get my hopes up. 

| even told myself | wasn’t hoping but I can’t lie to myself. | 
was. | always was.” 


Hearing these words tears me to shreds... makes me wonder 
why this didn’t happen so much sooner. 


“All those years and now we're finally this close.” 


“It’s my fault,” | say interrupting her “I’m a slow learner. 

You were there all along, but you were my best friend’s little 
sister | knew you’d grow up to be a very special young 
woman one day, but I just never...|... now I’m the one lying to 
myself” | exhale hard. “There was a reason | was never with 
anyone. My subconscious was always working in the 
background, telling me to wait. The deepest parts of me 
knew that one day the two of us would be together even 
though my mind didn’t at the time... at least the functioning 
part of my day to day brain.” | stop and shake my head. 
“Sorry, I’m going all Freud on you. It’s that analytical 
finance side of my brain that has to process through 
everything and reason through everything. But with you | 
don’t need a single reason other than that | want you like 


I’ve never wanted anything before in the whole world. And 
that want has to be filled. It’s not even a want... that’s 
totally the wrong word. It’s a need so deep it’s been driving 
me all my life, | just never knew it. It’s why | pursued 
finance, so | could get enough money so that we could start 
a life together...so that we could bring a child into this world 
with all the opportunities afforded to that baby possible. It’s 
why I was so focused. Yeah, | told your brother long ago | 
was focused on sports and studying and | was... but now | 
know the real reason was you. | was keeping my body in 
shape so | could make the best baby possible. Our baby. 
And | was making money for the reasons | already said. And 
now look at where we are,” | say briefly taking my eyes off 
her and scanning the room before bringing them back to 
meet hers quickly. | hate not looking at her Looking at the 
sunset over the Pacific pales in comparison to her beauty. 


“Here we are together Building this house together... 
building a life together.” 


“| want that,” she says. 


“| want it too...and tomorrow it begins.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Summer 


| lie in bed as the cool ocean breeze blows through my open 
window. 


There aren’t even mosquitos here so | can leave the window 
completely open. I’m literally in paradise, but right now it 
feels like hell. 


Hell, because he’s down the hall in the other room. 


Hell, because | Know what we both want now...and it’s very 
clearly each other. 


But not tonight. He got me worked up but I’m not 
complaining. | saw how worked up he was and | wanted to 
grab his cock myself and give him the release that we both 
needed. 


And | wanted that release to happen inside me. 


I’ve been so focused on college and getting clients that | 
forgot about what’s most important... what | always wanted. 


Him. 


He was always there on the front of my mind through college 
down in Georgia, but after | graduated | had other things to 
worry about. | mean | was sleeping on a guy’s couch | went 
to school with last night. 


And now here | am in my ultimate crush’s home, feeling the 
ocean breeze that | swear has a light scent of him mixed in. 


But he’s not just my crush anymore. He’s mine. Or very 
soon to be mine 


This is all so real and happening so fast | should be happy 
for the anticipation that’s going to build in the next less 
than twenty-four hours. 


But it only makes things worse. It’s like | have to keep 
pinching myself to believe this is real and | want him so bad 
because somewhere in the back of my mind I think I’m in 
wonderland about to wake up at any minute and all of this is 
going to be one amazing dream...that turns out to bea 
nightmare. 


But it’s not. Even though I know it’s not | have no patience. 


And when | hear his bed squeak I know he’s tossing and 
turning too. 


Why does it have to be like this? Why oh why? Why does 
he have to be so perfect and make things so special? 


| know l'Il thank him years later, but right now | just want to 
yell his name. I’m not one to use much bad language, but 
damn! | don’t know if | want to curse him or use that word in 
another way...as in, “Please Sebastian fuck me now!” 


Because that’s all | can think of Him entering and exiting 
me as I roll onto my left side, then my back, and then my 
right before finally laying flat on my face. But the 
movement somehow causes the mattress to rub against me 
in a way that only heightens my arousal. 


But | won’t touch myself No way. | won’t settle. Only the 
real thing. Only him. 


And sometime tomorrow night that’s exactly what l'Il get 
and he'll get the gift I’ve been saving for him. 


Wait? Did he say tomorrow night or just tomorrow? 

| don’t know if that question has made matters better or 
worse. Now l'm thinking of all the ways he might surprise 
me in the morning, or the daytime, or my original thought at 
night. 


There’s an endless array of possibilities and there’s one 
thing for sure....all of them are perfect. 


Why? 


Because all of them involve him. His feelings for me. And 
my love for him. 


This is far from a crush anymore. This isn’t some helpless 
romantic wishing any longer. 


This is real...and so is my love. 
| love him. | know this for sure. 


But what | don’t know is how I’m going to make it through 
this night... without him. 


CHAPTER 7 


Sebastian 
The next evening 


As we lie on the blanket together on the sandy shore just in 
front of my house | wonder how life can get better than this. 


| just had the best day of my life and as day turns into night 
| get to enjoy the sunset with her in my arms. 


Thankfully low tide is right about now so we can sit far 
forward on the beach which we have all to ourselves. 


“Cheers,” | say raising my lemonade glass to hers and we 
clink. 


“Is this lemonade from the same recipe you used when you 
set up that lemonade stand in middle school when you were 
practicing your entrepreneurial skills?” she asks me. “The 
recipe you were going to use to get rich?” She must have 
heard the story from her brother. He likes telling it all the 
time to try and embarrass me, but secretly | find it funny 
too. 


“Same secret recipe.” 
“Will you ever share it with me?” 


“I'll share anything and everything with you... especially my 
life.” 


“Aww,” she says and cuddles up to me before she takes a 
sip. She’s careful not to spill her cool drink which | picked 
for a reason. 


One, who doesn’t love lemonade on a hot summer day? 


Two, | wanted her to be totally cognizant and aware of what 
was happening today and tonight. Last night we drank 
alcohol and although we were far from drunk alcohol does 
impair judgment. | want us both to be one hundred percent 
clear of mind tonight so our decision to do what we're going 
to do is ours, and not a spur of the moment choice with the 
help of some Mexican beers, or any alcohol for that matter. 


Three, and most importantly, | don’t want us to dull our 
senses in the slightest. | want to feel everything. | want to 
experience the goose bumps, the wave of heat pulsing 
through my veins and the cool chills | get. | want to feel the 
slightest of her touches and | want her to feel it when I run 
my fingertips over her scalp and down her spine, and when | 
turn my hand over and glide the back of my fingertips up 
and down her arms. It’s a strange thing | learned years ago, 
but it provides an extreme sensation and | want her to sense 
everything tonight. And me too. 


“How did you enjoy your day?” | ask. 
“It was amazing,” she says. “Thank you.” 


“It was my pleasure and all the thanks goes to you.” Itake a 
sip. “What was your favorite part?” 


“There were so many. The way the sea kissed my skin 
leaving that faint trace of sand on my body and in my hair 
all day. The salt from the water making my skin feel so fresh 
and clear. The feeling of sand between my toes. The ice 


cream cones. The people walking their dogs along the 
beach. Summer just feels so free and so perfect.” 


“You're perfect,” | say tapping her lightly on the nose with 
my finger “But you'll never be free.” 


She makes a pouty face. 

“Oh, you'll be free to do all the things you’ve wanted to do 
in life and you'll have my undivided support and attention, 
but you won’t be free in the sense that you'll be mine 
forever.” 


“And l'Il treasure every minute of it,” she says. 


“Speaking of treasure, I think it’s time,” | say as the last of 
the sun fades off into the horizon. 


“Time for?” 
| stand up and help her to her feet. | carefully shake out the 
blanket a few feet from her and then fold it. | take our drinks 


and hide all our things behind a rock. 


But it’s not this rock where the most important thing tonight 
is hidden. 


“Where are you taking me?” she asks as | take her by the 
hand and walk her along the beach. 


“You said treasure so I’m taking you to a place that’s literally 
called Treasure Island Beach.” 


“Oh! That sounds really nice.” 


“And it’s appropriately named as you are my ultimate 
treasure.” 


She smiles, then pauses as we approach a rocky point on the 
beach. “But even with low tide it looks like we can’t walk 
around that.” 

“We're not going to,” I say. “Come with me.” 

| bend down and she jumps on my back and | carry her 
piggy back up and over the rocks. She’s light as a feather so 
it’s practically like she’s not even on my back, not that I’d 
ever forget though. 


With her there this is perfect, romantic, the way summer 
should be. 


Without her I’d be just a guy on the beach by himself 
But those days are over. 
As we descend the rock | hear her say, “Wow! Is that for us.” 


“It’s for you, and I’m your captain this evening,” | say 
helping her into the rowboat. 


“It looks almost exactly like the one from The Notebook,” 
she says. 


“It is the one from The Notebook,” | say. “A friend of mine 
works in Hollywood for the studio and he gave it to meas a 
present when | bought the summer house.” 


It’s vintage, white, and has a brown trim and oars. 


“Wow,” she says. It’s my new favorite word of hers, because 
it means | surprised her in a good way...a big way. And 
that’s what | want to keep on doing for the rest of our lives. 


But while Ryan Gosling may have surprised Rachel McAdams 
by rowing her through a beautiful flock of American Pekin 
ducks, I’ve got my own surprise for Summer. 


CHAPTER 8 


Summer 


| had no idea this little cove even existed and | certainly 
didn’t expect he’d have a boat tucked in here...and the boat 
from The Notebook at that. 


It’s my favorite movie of all time although | had no idea 
Sebastian knew that. Then again | now realize he was 
listening more carefully than | thought all those years. 


He begins rowing the boat out and around the rocks, 
keeping us close enough to the shore that we can see 
everything fine and so that | feel safe. But I’d always feel 
safe by his side no matter where we go together. 


He doesn’t say a word and he doesn’t have to. Just the 
sound of the oars moving and their light splashes as they 
enter and exit the water is so beautiful. 


And what’s even more beautiful is the way he looks at me. 
He can’t take his eyes off of me and even though he 
probably should be focusing on where he’s taking us he 
doesn’t, but it doesn’t seem to matter We just glide along 
the top of the water and | start to wonder where this 
mythical Treasure Island Beach is. 


And as much as I’m loving this moment and I’m loving him 
something equally as important hits me too. 


He loves me. To do all this for me? His actions speak louder 
than words ever could. | still want to hear the words from his 


mouth as he kisses me, and | hope I will, but that would just 
be icing on the cake. 


He motions with his head up to the sky, but keeps his eyes 
on me. 


| grab the side of the boat and turn up and back looking at 
the moon. It’s full, of course. Could this night, and the day 
that preceded it, get any more perfect? 


Impossible. 


After about twenty or thirty minutes, | really don’t know 
because I’ve completely lost track of time, he starts to row 
us towards shore. Not more than five minutes later he’s 
pulled the boat up on the sand and he’s offering me his 
hand helping me out of the boat. 


We walk along the beach there still not saying a word, just 
enjoying the moment and each other’s company. The sound 
of the small tide gently lapping against the sandy shore is 
the most beautiful music to my ears until | hear the only 
words that could be more incredible. 


Suddenly he stops and gets down on one knee, revealing a 
black velvet box from his free hand like a magician. He 
opens it and inside is a huge pink diamond ring like none 
I’ve ever seen even in the fanciest magazines. 


“Beautiful, when you know you know. And I know that | 
want you as mine forever and always. Today has been 
perfect...just as perfect as | know every day will be with you 
by my side, and that’s why | need you there forever and 
always...to walk with me at sunset. To be my one and only 
passenger in my boat when we take our nightly journey just 
offshore. That is until we fill that boat full of children... 


children that will become our family. But it all starts with 
you...right here, right now. I’m already the happiest man in 
the entire world, and only you can make me happier... by 
saying yes. Will you marry me?” 


My hands shoot up to my face and I’m at a complete loss for 
words, but luckily | only need one. 


“Yes,” | say as | nod my head, and my dream continues. My 
dream of a life with him, but it’s not a dream anymore. 


He slides the ring on my finger and stands up straight lifting 
me up into the sky and spinning me around. 


| feel like the queen of the world. His queen... forever. 


Then he slowly lowers my feet back to the ground and he 
leans in close to me. I can feel the heat from his skin and | 
rise up on my tiptoes trying to get my face even closer to 
his. 


But he doesn’t make me wait as his head moves forward 
completely removing any and all distance between us and 
the lips of this big, strong man gently and softly meet mine 
and | melt into his arms. 


CHAPTER 9 


Summer 


We spend the next thirty minutes kissing, cuddling and just 
enjoying the moment. | even shed more than a few tears of 
joy and all | can think about is how much I want this night to 
continue on forever while at the same time how | want it to 
speed up so we can get started on that family he was talking 
about. 


As the moon continues across the sky he takes my hand and 
guides me back to the boat, helping me inside before rowing 
us back out so we can clear the rocky faces that jet into the 
ocean. 


But this time he goes out just a bit more. The ocean is so 
calm and peaceful and I’m still not scared. 


And then | learn why he went out farther. 


He stands and moves toward the middle “seat” in the boat, 
extending his hand toward mine. 


| carefully stand making sure to steady myself and take his 
hand. He’s such a big guy his mass and size are like an 
anchor as | move in closer to him. 


He kisses me under the moonlight and pulls me in close. | 
feel his desire for me pressing through his pants and onto 
my stomach and | can’t help but wonder if now is the time 


But there’s no more wondering when he takes one hand 
from my body and slowly begins unbuttoning his white 
cotton shirt, making sure to steady me with his other hand 
and keeping his eyes locked on mine at all times. 


| follow his lead and lift my shirt up and over my head and 
then unhook my bra freeing my breasts for him for the first 
time. 


| watch as his eyes open wide at the sight of them and then 
his pupils dilate as a hunger takes over his face. 


“You're perfect,” he says and it makes me feel more self- 
assured about myself and more beautiful than he’s already 
made me feel... which is a whole, whole lot. 


He unbuckles his belt and carefully steps out of his pants. 


“We better sit down now,” he says. | slide out of my own 
pants and then carefully remove my panties as he slides out 
of his underwear. 


We're both completely nude on a rowboat in the Pacific 
Ocean just off the coast of Southern California. 


If you would have told me this would be happening two days 
ago, even last night, | would have told you you're crazy. 


And if you would have told me it was with him I would have 
really known you were nuts. 


But somehow miracles do come true and I'm living mine 
right now But even with all the things | thought about last 
night a moment like this never crossed my mind. 


Which makes it all the more perfect. All the more romantic. 
All the more summery and sexy at the same time it’s 
beautiful. 


“Do you know ‘Row His Boat?” he asks. 
“No. What’s that?” 


“That seemed most appropriate for your first time, my first 
time, and our first time together.” 


It’s crazy to think we’re two virgins out here at sea doing 
this. In the history of the world has something like this 
between two people with our same backgrounds, or lack of 
experience more appropriately, happened? 


Highly unlikely. 


Which makes it seem even that much more unique and 
special. And I’m totally interested. 


From his seated position on the seat, which is wide and 
carries across all the way from one side of the boat to the 
other, he spreads his legs. 


He takes me by the hand, moving me in-between his legs as 
| straddle his lap. | keep my knees bent and open against 
his chest as | brace my feet against the seat below. 


His hands move from mine to my hips and then slide to my 
lower back before one drops down to my ass. 


Then he takes me by the hips again and lifts me up above 
his shaft, putting my soaked entrance right on top of the 
head of his cock. 


“It’s time to make you mine...claim you as mine. I’m going 
to fill you with my seed so full and so deep that | guarantee 
after tonight you'll be pregnant with my baby... our baby.” 


A moan escapes me. 


“And | won’t stop at one pregnancy...at one baby. We're 
going to fill that summer beach house of ours up with so 
many children, you and |. My fiancé and soon to be my 
wife. And my children. Mine... you and them both.” 


| whimper at his words. 


“You’ve been mine for a long time... longer than | even knew. 
But now! do. Now I know and so do you and soon the whole 
world will too,” he says as the intensity of his gaze increases 
even more. 


I’m loving this position as we can look in each other’s eyes. | 
want to see how he transforms when he enters me and | 
want him to enter me so bad right now. 


“| want this to be soft and gentle and romantic, but I can’t 
promise you anything. | Know once | feel you from the inside 
| won’t be able to control my thoughts or my action. Once it 
clicks in my mind that I’m so close to making our first baby 
and that you’re mine forever in yet another way | know the 
animal inside me will come out.” 

“| want the animal,” | say. 

“If you want me, then just do one thing.” 

“Anything.” 


“Say you’re mine and you'll only ever be mine.” 


“I’m yours. Forever and always,” | say. 


And with that | feel his grip on my hips lower me down and 
his rod enters me for the first time. My eyelids suddenly feel 
heavy like I’m in a dream, yet I’m more awake and alive than 
I’ve ever been. And no way I’m closing my eyes as | keep 
them focused on his, watching his eyes, his expression, 
change to a euphoric state as he opens me up slowly. 


| feel his fingers press more deeply into my skin as he lifts 
me up, making sure not to enter me too much for our first 
time. 


| bend my knees more and slightly bounce up and down on 
his tip, building friction as my speed increases. 


But his grip is too strong, as he takes control right back 
slowly lowering me down deeper, sending more of him inside 
me before lifting me up with a twist of his hands giving my 
pussy more of a circular upward motion letting me feel him 
in a different way. 


The lusty looks continue as my hands rest on his shoulders 
as his depth inside me goes ever deeper with each ride up 
and down on his rock hard cock. 


One hand slides down across his collarbone and | grab his 
thick muscular chest as my head leans back slightly and 
then forward again seeing his expression change as passion 
continues to overtake me. 


| try bouncing and combined with his slow deep movements 
it’s an unbeatable combination. 


And the slight movement of the ocean only adds to the 
sensation that seems to be coming from every direction. 


| breath in deep, filling my body with oxygen and the 
summery ocean breeze that is so pure it could never be 
duplicated or bottled no matter how hard humankind tried. 


And neither could the unmistakable scent of the two of us 
having sex out here...or more appropriately making love. 


He told me he couldn’t promise what would happen and as 
much as I see an uncaged animal ready to be sprung loose 
he’s doing everything so perfectly and so romantically that 
his warning is now nothing more than words. 


Until suddenly | feel a wave move through me on the inside. 


“I'm... 1’m...going to come!” | yell and all hell breaks loose on 
his face and in his movements as now instead of just moving 
me up and down on his cock his hips begin bucking wildly 
sending him deeper into me, hitting my spot as | lean 
forward grinding my clit into him as | explode on his dick 
just before | feel him fill me with his juices sending another 
wave through me and another eruption onto him as he 
continues bucking wildly before his body stills and | feel his 
cock twitch inside me before stopping and starting another 
few times, each time filling me more and more and sending 
his seed deeper inside me just like he promised. 


His hands move from my hips up my back as he pulls me in 
closer and kisses me harder on the lips. 


| feel his hand take mine and he brings the ring he gave me 
to his lips, kissing it. 


“| love you,” he says. 


“I love you. And | love this,” | say “I never in my wildest 
dreams could have expected or predicted this and that’s just 
another of the reasons why it’s so perfect.” 

“You're perfect,” he says. 


“You're perfect,” | say tapping him on the nose. 


“You know how some people have sex while driving?” he 
asks. 


“Yeah,” | giggle. 


He reaches out and takes the oars and beings rowing us 
back towards his house. 


“Romance while rowing,” | say. 
“Exactly.” 


“But don’t you need a minute to recover and get hard 
again?” 


“Does it feel like | do?” 


“No, but...” | realize he’s still hard inside me. He hasn’t 
Slipped even a fraction of an inch. 


“For you I’m always ready. Any time. Any place.” 
“You certainly just proved that.” 


“And | proved that you’re mine, just like | said you were.” 


“And you’re mine,” | say leaning in and taking his face with 
both hands as I kiss him. 


The sound of the oars in the moonlight on the ocean the 
only sound other than our two lips. 


This is a one of a kind moment but what did | ever expect 
with a one of a kind guy. 


But | know it’s just the beginning. | know he’s got more 
plans, more romantic tricks up his sleeve. 


And now that we're engaged we've got all the time in the 
world... but still | can hardly wait. 


CHAPTER 10 


Summer 


| roll out of bed sometime in the afternoon. Sebastian sent a 
text to the crew last night to take the next couple of days off 
which means we could sleep in in peace. 


And after making love on the boat and then the beach and 
half the rooms in the house we needed to sleep in. 


| loved our first time on the boat but the “Beach Ball Booty” 
sex position was out of this world. And it sure gave a new 
meaning to the expression “having a ball.” 


| had my back to the ocean and | was lying face down at the 
shoreline with a beach ball under my pelvis. | stretched my 
arms out in front of me and spread my legs and he was ina 
similar position with his legs together between mine as he 
entered me from behind. 


The elevation from the ball gave him ultimate access to my 
G-spot and his thrusting combined with the water coming in 
and out below us was the perfect compliment to our own 
coming. 


And once | figured out | could dig my toes in the sand to 
steady myself it served as the perfect anchor to give him 
even more leverage as his hips thrust against my backside 
as his cock went deeper and deeper inside me. 


And all those years | just thought a beach ball was a kid’s 
toy. | love summer 


But | know I’m not going to love what’s coming next when | 
see my brother Sean’s car roll into the driveway. He steps 
out and has a huge smile on his face as he grabs his duffel 
bag out of the back seat. 


“Sebastian,” | say nervously. 


“| got this.” 


CHAPTER 11 


Sebastian 


“Sea Bass!” Sean says as we give each other a firm 
handshake and a pat on the back. 


“Sean!” | say. 
“I'm ready,” he says. 


“For?” | ask. Is he talking about an explanation or 
something? 


“Did you already forget what your name means, Sea Bass? 
Time to go fishing, man! Sea bass are biting | hear.” 


“Oh right. Yeah, I’ve got a little boat we can use.” 

“Don’t tell me it’s some rowboat.” 

ad It iS.” 

“Come on, man. A nice place like this you surely have to 
have a boat in the harbor somewhere? Which marina are 
you hiding it at?” 

“No big boat yet.” 


“No worries, we can rent one for the day. It’s in my budget 
for this trip. I’m so stoked to be here.” 


“And I’m stoked that you’re here. And | have to tell you 
you're not the only one who’s here.” 


“Oh? You need me to leave and come back?” 
“No, nothing like that.” 


“So you suddenly became a ladies man, huh? All those 
years of abstaining and now you're making up for lost time.” 


“You know me. I’m not like that at all. I’m a one woman kind 
of guy.” 


“Well this must be one heck of a woman...one lucky lady,” 
he says, putting his duffel bag down on the floor. 


“She sure is.” 

“Well, when do I get to meet her?” he says, slapping his 
hands together and then wringing one palm in the other “l 
can’t wait to welcome her to the team.” 

“You've...already met her” 

“Oh. Someone we both know.” 

“Yeah. We know her... really well.” 

“Hmmm, who could that be.” Sean brings a finger up to his 
lips and looks up and to the side as he thinks of names. “I’m 
drawing a complete blank here. | don’t remember you 


showing an interest in anyone all these years.” 


“| didn’t. | guess it’s because the girl | was interested in was 
right under my nose all along.” 


“Right under your nose,” he repeats in a lower tone. “There 
were never any girls around. | mean just Summer, but she 
doesn’t count.” 


“Oh, she counts all right. As a matter of fact she counts as 
number one...as in one in a lifetime,” | say getting all 
possessive over Sean’s comment. Even though Summer is 
his sister | don’t like the words he used. | know he doesn’t 
mean what he says, and I’m taking it out of context a bit, 
but still this is Summer’s and my home and she will always 
be treated with the utmost respect inside and out of it. 


“Wait,” Sean says looking at my serious face. “You're joking 
right?” 


| slowly move my head left and then right. 

“You? Summer?” 

This time | slowly nod. 

It’s as if Sean is waiting for me to yell surprise. As if he’s 
waiting for Ashton Kutcher to jump out from behind the wall 
and yell that he’s being punk’d. 

He makes a movement that resembles something like 
walking and something like collapsing as his butt finds the 
couch. 

He leans back completely and processes what | just said. 
l'm keeping a close eye on him to make sure he doesn’t flip 


out. He knows Summer is here, but | don’t have any idea 
what he'll do. 


A moment passes and then another as he just stares off into 
Space. 


Suddenly he jumps up off the couch springing forward. 
He claps his hands hard. 
“So! Ready to go fishing.” 


| look at him curiously. Is this his real reaction or is this 
some sort of decoy? 


“That’s it?” 


“What do you mean, that’s it? | still have to process it, but | 
don’t have time right now. I’m on vacation man. I’m here to 
enjoy myself. And if you and my sister are enjoying 
yourselves, and your lives, and your summer by being 
together than that’s then. It’s your business, not mine.” 


“This is a lot more than enjoying our summer together, 
Sean. We're engaged.” 


His butt finds that couch cushion all over again. 


“So you're saying we’re going to be brother’s in law?” he 
says suddenly. 


“That’s it exactly.” 


“Well, as you can guess this is a complete shock to me” he 
says as he stares at me. “But with each second that goes by 
my mind processes how it makes more and more sense. | 
think by the end of the day l'Il be cool with it.” 


| want to tell him it doesn’t matter if he’s cool with it or not, 
but something inside me reminds me that he is my best 
friend and | should at least give him some time to process it. 


And more importantly he is Summer’s brother. | know the 
last thing she wants me to do right now is to flex my muscles 
at him and tell him he needs to be cool with it right away. 
Better to give the guy a minute to settle into the news he 
just got. He was on the road all those days until just 
arriving...and | haven’t even offered him so much as a... 


“Can | get you a glass of water?” 

“You don’t have any champagne?” 

“Champagne?” 

“I’m on holiday. You're engaged.” His head looks around the 
room. “Sis! Where are you? Come out come out wherever 
you are.” 

Summer steps out from the other room. She hasn’t taken a 
shower yet and has just thrown on some clothes but she 
looks as beautiful as ever. 

“Let’s see it,” Sean says. 

“See what?” 

“The ring, silly.” 

She moves closer to him and holds out her hand, but it’s not 


her hand I’m looking at, it’s her face as she beams with pride 
and joy. 


“Yeah, this definitely qualifies as a lot more than a summer 
romance,” Sean says. “So,..champagne?” 


| want to tell him this all just happened so suddenly, but I’m 
not going to say anything like that. It sounds like an excuse 
or an apology and l'Il never make anything like that when it 
comes to us. 


Summer was mine all along. If anything | should be the one 
apologizing to her being that it took me so long to figure it 
out. 


But the important part is that | did, and now | get to make 
up for lost time. 


| pop open the one champagne bottle | have in the house 
and fill three flutes. 


We toast to us...| like the sound of that. 
She takes a sip and I take the glass from her. 


“Hey!” she says. My eyes quickly move to her belly without 
Sean seeing. She smiles. 


That’s my baby in there after all. Call me crazy, but | know 
I’ve got a bun in that oven already and I’m watching out for 
my little guy or girl from day one. 

And day one is now. 

Or is it day two now? 

| guess it depends on if you count by the calendar or by the 


clock, but | only count one thing these days...the moments 
we’re going to spend together and those moments will be 


every waking moment and the sleeping ones too, because 
she’s not leaving my side. 


Not now. Not ever. 

“So...ready to go fishing?” Sean continues. 
“Fresh sushi for lunch?” | say looking at Summer. 
“I can work on my tan,” she says. 


| growl at the thought of another man seeing her in a 
swimsuit, even if it is her brother 


“Or I can help you guys catch some fish. | always did like 
hanging out with you two,” she says. 


“And now | know why,” | wink. 


She flashes me her ring and then melts into me giving me a 
big kiss. 


“Get a room you two,” Sean says. 


“Keep talking like that and the Casa del Summer and 
Sebastian will have no vacancy for you, buddy.” 


We all laugh and raise our glasses in a toast. 
“To family,” | say. 
“To family,” we all say. 


And now we are truly one big happy family...and soon to be 
bigger. 


EPILOGUE 


Summer 
Three years later 


“Honeys, I’m home,” | say as | place the grocery bag on the 
table. 


| can’t wait to make lunch for my two favorite people in the 
world... my husband and our two-year-old daughter Nerida. 


We chose the name Nerida because it means sea nymph or 
mermaid in Greek and since she was conceived at sea, at 
least we’re pretty sure, we thought it was more than 
appropriate. 


And our second daughter will be named Julia as it’s close to 
her conception month of July. There’s just something about 
summer that brings out the romance with us. 

But then again Sebastian is romantic every day of every 
month of the year, even when he’s not trying to be like right 
now. 


There are two Hershey’s kisses on the kitchen table and 
underneath them is a note. 


Two kisses for mommy... 


- Love Nerida and Daddy 


They're so adorable and there’s even a little handprint from 
Nerida there. Sebastian must have had the finger paint out 
again. I’m not sure who enjoys it more, Nerida or him... or 

me for that matter when we have adult finger painting time. 


| pick up the note and carefully carry it to the box I’m 
keeping of all the moments that make me say “aww” or “oh 
my” or “that’s too cute” or any of the other things that I say 
when my husband and my daughter take my breath away... 
which is pretty much on a daily basis, if not multiple times 
each day. 


After | place the note in the box | walk out onto the deck 
which is now completed. I’m careful to stay back against the 
blue wood siding so they don’t see me. | just want to 
observe. 


| almost laugh out loud when | see big ol’ Sebastian with a 
blue and white life preserver around his waist as he helps 
Nerida shape her sand castle. Sebastian is all man, but he’s 
always happy to play along when her imaginations run wild. 
| can only imagine why Nerida wanted him to wear that life 
preserver, but whatever the reason it’s so cute. 


And of course he did it. He always does anything and 
everything for his family. 


He says in another couple years he’s going to get Nerida out 
on that big white surfboard of his and get her used to the 
ocean while she’s still young. He wants her to learn to enjoy 
it and respect it, not to fear it at all. And Nerida is a fearless 
little girl, probably thanks to her daddy. When you’re of his 
size and strength there aren’t many things, if anything, you 
have to fear in life. 


And the only thing | fear is that | love him too much, but 
that’s no fear He means so much to me and I know | mean 
so much to him. 


My Sebastian and “My Summer” as he calls me. 

And “Our Nerida.” 

And soon to be “Our Julia.” 

And this is our life...together Perfect in every way in our 
summer beach house where we live year round now. All 
three of us under one roof forever as we enjoy the summery 


feel of the California beach lifestyle three hundred and sixty 
five days a year...and for eternity as a family. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Sebastian 
Seven more years later 


Some...of my most most memorable moments in life are with 
my children. 


Some... of my deepest, belly hurting laughs are because of 
things my kids do. 


Some...of my proudest accomplishments are actually the 
accomplishments of my little ones. 


Summer...is the reason for all of it. 
“But dad. How will you get out if we bury you?” 


“Don’t worry buddy,” | say to Leo the “lion” of our family. 
“Dad always finds a way. He’s a rock.” 


“But dad. Sand is made from rocks and if you’re a rock then 
you'll just become part of the sand,” August says. He’sa 
couple years older than Leo and was conceived, 
unsurprisingly, in August. 

“You know what I like most about you guys?” 


“Everything?” they say simultaneously. 


“That’s right!” | say scooping each one up under each of my 
arms and dragging them kicking toward the water They’re 
laughing and having a great time even as | hang them 
upside down and pretend that I’m going to dip their heads in 
the shallow water Of course | don’t though. I’d never 
endanger my children, or any women or children for that 
matter Without women and children there is no life, and 
without my woman and my children | have no life. 


| set them back down on the sand where we're playing. 
“But you know what else | like about you two rascals?” 


“What?” they say simultaneously. They’ve really got this 
unintentionally comedy skit down...this thing where they’re 
always answering together They really need to take their 
show on the road one of these days. 


“That you ask a lot of good questions. You're always 
questioning everything. Always learning. And that makes 
me a proud papa.” 


| rub them both on the head then feel some tiny hands on 
my shins as some little arms wrap around my legs followed 
by a whole lotta laughter. 


“Well what do we have here?” | say scooping up Nerida and 
Julia. 


Nerida might be ten and Julia seven but they'll always be 
small to me, and l'Il always be able to scoop them up in my 
arms and give them hugs whenever | want. 


My children. My rules. And dad loves his girls just as much 
as he loves his boys. 


“Dinner’s ready,” Summer says from the deck. 


“Okay everybody. Let’s show mom the respect she 
deserves. Last one to wash their hands and make it to the 
table is a rotten egg!” 


All five of us take off running towards the deck and Summer 
just stands there smiling, not sure who’s she’s going to hug 
first. 


Lucky for her she doesn’t have to decide as we all wrap our 
arms around her and cover her in kisses. 


“I didn’t Know you all liked mac and cheese that much.” 
“Mac and cheese!” August says. 
“Yeah!” Leo says. 


The kids take off inside forgetting to brush the sand off their 
feet, but we don’t care. It’s part of living this romantic 
summer lifestyle year round. 


“They like mac and cheese, but they love their mom,” | say 
still hugging Summer. 


“And momma loves them. And momma especially loves 
daddy.” She playfully thrusts her hips toward me as if we’re 
dry humping. “Oh! And it seems like daddy loves momma 
too.” 


“Always,” | say. “ | told the kids | was a rock, but you’re the 
rock of our family. And | love you for everything you do for 
all of us.” 


“| should really make mac and cheese more often,” she jokes 
and | can’t help but laugh...we do that a lot around her. 
Smiling and joking around too. 


That’s what happen when life is just a day at the beach, all 
the time. 


There’s nothing to worry about when you've got your own 
little world with the people you love and care about more 
than any other in the world. 

Your family. 

“We still on for that luau tomorrow?” Summer asks. 

“Yep. All set.” 

“I'll take the kids down the beach and we'll collect shells 
while you set it up. By the time we mosey on back I’m 
guessing you'll have it ready just in time to surprise them.” 
“Sounds like the perfect plan to me,” | say. 


“Me too,” she says. 


She melts back into my arms and we watch as the sun sets 
over the horizon just like we did our first night here together. 


“We wanna eat! We wanna eat! We wanna eat!” comes 
from the dining room and | know the kids are joking around 
banging their silverware on the table in our “tribal tummy” 
dance that we made up. 


We make up a lot of things around here, but one thing’s as 
true as it always was. 


My love for them... my wife and my children. 
Mine and only mine. For all seasons and forever. 


Especially Summer. ;) 
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